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Be   the   spirit   that    breathes   in   us   life   more

strong,
Though the prow reel round and the helm point

wrong,

And sharp reefs whiten the shoreward way. 1290
For the steersman time sits hidden astern,     {Ant. i.
With dark hand plying the rudder of doom,
And the surf-smoke under it flies like fume
As the blast shears off and the oar-blades churn
The foam of our lives that to death return,

Blown back as they break to the gulfing gloom.
What cloud upon heaven is arisen, what shadow,
what sound,                                                   [Str. 2.

From the world beyond earth, from the night

underground,
That scatters from wings unbeholden the weight of its

darkness around ?

For the sense of my spirit is broken, and blinded its
eye,                                                [Ant 2. 1300

As the soul of a sick man ready to die,
With fear of the hour that is on me, with dread if an
end be not nigh.